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SHERIFF LANDRY? 1 AM KENNETH BRANT, 
FROM THE FEDERAL BUREAU OF INVES- 
TIGATION .. WAY 1 SPEAK WITH YOU IN , 
YOUR OFFICE? 




ANTHRAX? GOOD GRIEF. 1 WE STAMPED THAT KILLER 
OUT OF THE COW COUNTRY YEARS AGOf 
COME FROM? 




WE'VE RUN INTO, SOMETH1NQ MIGHTY \ 
QUEER, BULLET! THESE INDIANS ARE \ 
^SUPERSTITIOUS — BUT J 
I'VE NEVER SEEN f 
THEM SO BADLY 1 
iCARED.-^y 





GO ON, NAZHINl! TELL 
ME THE REST ABOUT 
THE FOUR STRANGERS. 1 
WHAT BECAME OF THEM? 
AND WHAT HAD THEY TO 
DO WITH THE BEAR 
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"ONE MORNING. TWO SQUAWS WENT TO BRING WATER FROM THE SPRING-THAT- 
DIVES-UNDERGROUND.. .THEY FOUND FOUR DEAD HORSES FOULING THE 
STREAM! THE FOUR STRANGERS HAD DISAPPEARED. 





'BUT I DID NOT GET FAR INSIDE.' AS I PUT MY FOOT 
DOWN, SOMETHING PRICKED THROUGH THE SOLE 
OF MY MOCCASIN." 



THERE WERE MANY LITTLE SHARP POINTS, LIKE 
FANGS, STUCK FIRMLY TO THE ROCKY FLOOR OF 
THE ENTRANCE! NOT WISHING TO STEP ON ANY 
MORE OF THEM, I RETURNED HOME. 



THE NEXT DAY, ROT, THE POISON STARTED TO WORK IN MY FOOT. WHEN 
I COULD NO LONGER WALK, MY PEOPLE SHUT ME IN HERE WITH FOOD 
AND WATER— TO DIE! THEY SAID IT WAS SEAR WALKER'S CURSE. 



BECAUSE HE SPOKE WITH 
THE LISP OF LIMPING TONGUE, 
A NO-GOOD HALF- BREED BOY 
THAT WE ONCE SHELTERED! 
AND BECAUSE WHEN I TOOK 
MY SHEEP TO SPIRIT CAVE, 
I SMELLED WHITE MAN*S 




SUDDENLY, TRIGGER WHIRLS— AND SHIES 
AWAY IN FRIGHT—AT SOMETHING THAT 
IS NEITHER MAN NOR BEAST! 




THE BEAR I 
WALKER , f 
IS DOWN! I 
HE IS NO 1 

SPIRIT \Jk 


1 H€" HAVE BEEN DECEIVED! 
WE WOULD HAVE KILLED 
ROY OUR FRIEND— ,-—. 

AND HISDOGl/^ 
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NO/ MURDER WOULD BRING THE LAW UPON YOU, FRIENDS! 
BESIDES, 1 SHALL NEED HIM TO CATCH THE OTHERS! 




ANSWER, LIMPING TONGUE— ARE THE THREE WHITE 
STRANGERS STILL IN SPIRIT CAVE? ARE THEY STILL 
MAKING POISON FROM SICK SHEEP TO PUT INTO THE 
-SPRING-THAT-DIVES-UNDERGROUND? 





ANAHAl! HOST£EN NEZH! BRING CLOTH FOR STOPPING 
~ 5 RENEGADE'S MOUTH ! I AM TAKING HIM TO THE 
'E, AND HE MUST NOT BE ABLE TO GIVE WARNING. 



ALL RIGHT/ NOW—PULL TOGETHER YOUR 
BEAR WALKER COSTUME, AND PUT ON — — 
YOUR MASKf ■* 




SHUFFLING SLOWLY, BEAR V.ALKER LEADS ALONG A 
NARROW PATH THAT WINDS THROUGH THE CARPET 
OF POISONED TACKS. 




WHATS THAT? OH!---/ KNOW NOW.' 
itS THE WIND THAT BLOWS OUT OF 
THIS CAVE---AND MAKES THE INDIANS 
THINK OFSPIRITS!,e0CW, W/57E? 
BEAR WALKER! 






YES, INDEED! AS A MATTER OF FACT, 
THEY'RE USING THE WATER NOW- 
AND TAKING CARE THAT NO 
SUBVERSIVE AGENTS REACH ANY 
OF THE SYSTEM'S ENGINEERS 
.AGAIN — WITH LIQUOR , 
OR ANY OTHER TRICK! 





IT'S A CHALLENGE WE COULDN'T PASS 
UP. BULLET! A CHALLENGE TO SMELL 
OUT THIS FOREIGN AGENT AND BREAK 
UP HIS DIRTY GAME - —WHATEVER f 




YOU JUST DRIFTING W UH-HUH--- JUST 
THROUGH HANDSOME? ■ DRIFTING! MIGHT 
NOT MUCH REAL M TAKE A JOB WITH 

COW BUSINESS ^M SOME COW OUTFIT. 
COMES TO TOWN 
ANY MORE. ^^^B AT PROSPECTING. 



NOPE! NOT UNLESS YOU 




THEY MIGHT NEED A COWBOY IN 
THEIR BUSINESS! NO HARM TO 
ASK— EH, BULLET? 



OH, BY THE 'WAY—DOES ANYBODY) NOT UNLESS HE'S 
NAMED CARVER LIVE ,i J|— f CHANGED HIS NAME! 
™ THAT HAPPENS! 
COME BACK WHEN 
YOURE HUNGRY, 
COWBOY! 




no! we have no 
jobs open! good' 

BYE: 




THEN YOU WILL START 


---EXCEPT YOUR ' 


W IT'S BEbN Ml 




COVER NAME! I 


w changed! YOU 


VALLEY FIVE MILES 


WILL NEED IT 


| CAN JUST CALL 


WEST OF TOWN— YOU 


FOR MY REPORT. , 


1 ME "LUCKY---"! 


WILL HAVE JUST 
ENOUSH TIME! BUILD 










A CAMPFIRE NEAR TO 






THE BOAT-SHAPED 


.MBMHM 




ROCK... THE PLANE WILL 






FLY OVER AT DUSK! 
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IN ONE LIGHTNING MOVE, ROY GRASPS 
THE GUN, HIS FINGER BUXKING THE 
TRIGGERS PULL. 



f "lUnk! 




TEN MINUTES LATER, LUCK STAYS WITH ROY, 
AS HE RIDES OUT OF TOWN WITH HIS STILL-LIMP 
CAPTIVE IN THE GUNNY SACKS.- 




/ hark! there's a plane's 

""RHfipRRff... f MOTOR) LOOKS AS If WE 
Zf/fffRffffRo \ WERE JUST BARELY IN 

^ TIME 1 ■ 




W&WO&®, 




THIS GAP IS GOVERNMENT LAND, 
KID! YOU'RE TAKiN' DOWN WAT 
WIRE YOU JUST PUT UP, OR 

I'LL SKIN YOU m ~ 

ALIVE — / M YEAN' TAKE 

/T DOWN SO YOU 

CAN Sfi/OVE YOUR 

COWS ONTO OUR 

. RANGE,' 




The force of -foe 

impact knocks Naylor \\^ -i* 
clear of his horst... *~ ., , 

, .,., . -. |M^t 




— YOU'RE ALL RIGHT f J GLAD TO KNOW YOU, 



I'M BEN PACKER 
SAW YOU HANDLE 
NAYLOR— BUT 
COULDN'T GET 
HERE IN TIME .' 



SEN / I'M ROY ROGERS ' 
I HAVENf ASKED YOUR 
SPUNKY BROTHER'S 
NAME' 




\y^^ ~~y*<f "yes 


' BECAUSE, UNLESS 


y YOU'VE BEEN N 1 


DO FIND IT NAVLOR'S- 


/ HIDING OUT, BEN— \ GOING TO HAVE EVERY- 


LOOKING POR THAT K_» 


THING Hl$ OWN _• 


PAY ROLL YOU THINK J^\ 


WAY/ / 


\ NAYLOR STOLE— p 
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Suddenly, 
He is Hurled 
backward... by 
the eruption 
of a tawny. 
Spotted bulk... 
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KING OF THE COWBOYS 





I ADVISE YOU THREE GENTS TO WOVE OUT 
JUST AS SOON AS YOU GET THAT WHEEL 
PIKED — AND NOT BE LONG 
ABOUT IT, EiTHER.' LEW 
CORLE5S HASN'T MUCH 
PATIENCE WITH YOUR 
SORT 




RNE,ROY.'"WE'LL HAVE A HOLIDAY.' N 
AND ON THE WAY HOME, WE'LL HAVE 
A LOOK AT THOSE WAGON TRAMPS/ 
I'D GIVE 'EM A NEW WHEEL, JUST TO 
GET THEM OPF MY LAND. 




■™*-^*^**^i 




AHEAD 0^ THE «55£ SACfS 

et/LLFj; ws Nose- wose to the 

TKACW Of 7WF BOBBERS* HORSES. 

CORLESS, ROGERS AND I WILL HEAD WEST 
ALONG THE CREEK, AND LOOK TOR 
THE HE5T OF YOU LOOK TO THE EAST. 
FIRE THREE SHOTS IF YOU FIND 

THE TRAIL. 



AT WE EDGE OFA CR££K f 7HE TttW. &0S. 1 
WATES CARRIES NEWER HOOPPRtNTS AO?*£MU 





SUDDENLY. 
BEHIND A ROUGH 
OUTCROPPING, BULLET 
PINOS THE HORSES HE 

HAS BEEN TRAILING.., 



^ THEY SWITCHED HORSES HERE SHERIFF ' ) ^ 
ON ROCKY GROUND WHERE THE NEW »— ' 
TRACKS WONT SHOW/ I CANT EVEN / THEY'RE COYOTE 
SHOW BULLET WHAT NEW SCENT J SMART THOSE 

£555^ TO FOLLOW. r „„„ ■{ H0M3RE5/ 
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SEE, LEW? BULLET'S ) 
HEADED STRAIGHT 
BACK TOWARDS 
THAT WA60N 
CAMP, AT THE 
EDGE OP TOUR 
LAND / 



MAYBE THEY'RE NOT— 3." THE } 

BANDANA THAT BULLET =.:<=: ,= AT (, 
THAT WAQON CAMP --; "V. : --5- 
holes cut in it f - .: ;es-.e; WAS 

AFRAID BULLET WA5 'jZ -.3 ~ 35 ■.; IT 

TO ME/ THAT? WW -; -~ =.- -'• "-< 

THE WAGON SPOKE. 




I WANT TO SEE THAT 
OTHER PAIR OP 'ZHiPPLES"/ 
COME ON OUT WHILE 
YOU'RE ABLE TO f 
qvtCK > 
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MONEY? YOU SURE \ 
CALLED TKE TuBN', J 
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SAY.' I RECKON =...!- HAS pound 

iOMETHING, TDS .' ,ZC<5 _ <£ 
BANDANA ff.AS<s ' 





KEEP THOSE BIRDS V^ 
COVERED, LEW.' [ J QKM? 

WANT TO WAVE A L • 

LOOK IN WERE A^ZC 
^^ MYSELF. J y / ^^<c3^~' 
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■'S BECAUSE HE DIDN'T 
KNOW BULLET THE WAV I DO.' 
WE UNDERSTAND EACH 
OTHER PRETTY WELL-- 
DONT WE,fiftRDNER? 




0K60M 
TRAIL 



Bobby Mockay held tightly to his small 
sister's hand, as the rough plank box was 
lowered into the grave. Susan was sniffling, 
and even wee Mary the two-year-old was 
whimpering a little, but Bobby was ten year; 
old, and the man of the fomily now. He 
couldn't cry. Not even if it was his own Dad 
in that rough plank bos! 

Bui Bobby could and did remember his 
Dad's wards: "Care for your wee sisters, soy 
your prayers, and keep your eyes on the 
trail ahead! The Oregon Trait, Bobby, lad!" 

A big hand pressed gently on Bobby's 
shoulder, and a man'; voice spoke kindly: 
"There's room in our wagon for you three, 
Bobby Mockay! Move your things tonight, 
for we start for California in !he morning." 

Bobby swallowed hard— and found his 
voice. 

"Thank ye kindly, Mister Dakin," he re- 
plied. "Buf we three will keep our own wagon, 
and the Oregon Trail. It was Dad's wish." 

"You cannot!" Dakin the bearded pioneer 
said sharply. "None of our company are 
headed for Oregon. And when we picked 
you up, with your broken-down wagon, your 
own wagon train was already too far ahead 
to overtake. Now, let's have no more fool- 
ish talk, Bobby! If you children wish, you 
may sleep in your own wagon tonight. In 
'he morning I'll try to find a driver for it." 

The gruff, well-meaning man turned away. 
He did not see Bobby's small fists c'ench with 




determination— or the rebellious look on his 
foce. 

In the morning's bustle the Mockay wagon 
was more or less forgotten. That suited Bobby 
perfectly. He could have harnessed the four 
mules as quickly as most men couid, but he 
deliberately took more time. When the fong 
wagon train swung into the branch of the 
trail that led to California, his wagon fell in 
behind all the oihers. Mr. Dokin-did ride bock 
to make sure it w«s following, and give Bobby 
a nod of approval— but that was all. The 
little girls on the seat watched the rider with 
solemn eyes, as he reined away. 

"Are we truly on the Oregon Trail?" asked 
Sue of her "big" brother. 

"No," replied Bobby, with a frown. "But 
we will be! We can't iurn back now, or they'd 
chase us and take the wagon away from 
us. But our time will come." 

The chance came on the second day. 

The next wagon ahead was pulling out of 
sight as Bobby's entered the deepest gully 
of all. There was water flowing, a few inches 
deep at the bottom— enough to hide the 
tracks of a dozen horses. Bobby stopped his 
(earn there. 

One by one, he unharnessed them, and 
cinched on the three pack saddles that his 
father had always carried in the wagon. On 
the pack saddles he tied the sacks that held 
the clothes, food, blankets and equipment 
most needed. A light load, for fas' traveling! 



On the fourth mule he placed his father's 
riding saddle— ond mounted, with Wee Mar/ 
the baby in front of him. 

Susan, already astride the next mule's 
load, picked up her reins. 

"Follow me as close as yoo can. Sue," her 
brother commanded. "We'll hide farther 
down the gully. The water will hide our 
frocks. After dark we'll come back and heod 
for OREGON!" 

All that night Bobby rode, with Baby Mary 
held snugly in the crook of his arm. At his 
knee, .in the saddle's built-in holster, bulked 
the big cavalry pistol, with its five chambers 
loaded, and its copper percussion caps in 
place. Bobby's Dad had let him fire it many 
times, holding its weight in both hands. 
Sometime in the days ond nights to come, 
it might save him and his sisters from the 
sneaking Digger Indians. 

For the next two weeks they rode mostly 
at night— whenever the rutted Oregon Wagon 
Trail could be followed by moonlight. Sue 
was tied to her pock saddle, so that she 
could sleep without falling off. The mules 
traveled fast— on the three socks of grain 
they carried, while it lasted— without grain 
when it was gone. They made thirty miles 
before stopping. At the end of two weeks 
they were slowing down, but the wagon 
tracks ahead of them were fresh! 



Their own wagon train was just ahead! 

In the morning they saw its dust, rising 
beyond a long hill. The hill rose from a 
forked valley, where trees and brush grew, 
and the wagon tracks wound up the long 
slope. * 

Tears of relief started down Bobby 
Mackay's dust-caked cheeks. He was thin and 
tireder even than his sister Sue. That dust 
cloud ahead meant people— their own people! 
And safety, and food and rest! Bobby wanted 
to shou.t and laugh and cry, all at once, until 
he saw— 

i Painted Indians, riding up the two draws 
that Ranked the hill. They were going to take 
the wagon train by surprise— unless he 
warned it! Unless he timed it right— and GOT 
THROUGH. 

When the last Indian was nearly out of 
sight, Bobby drew his cavalry pistol, and 
kicked his mount into a run. Tied in line, the 
other mules followed. 

Indian whoops and the ZZIP-ZZIP of ar- 
rows overtook him as he topped the hill. 
But the Emigrant Train was in sight now. 
They had heard his warning shots! They were 
forming a wagon circle! Armed men were 
riding out to meet the racing mules! 

And so it was that Bobby Mackay and his 
small sisters earned their welcome— on THE 
OREGON TRAIL! 
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A TAWNY SHADOW, THE LYNX BOUNDS 
OUT OF SIGHT... 





"i hao'a uttle cow outfit ^ * * ! **■ 

OF MY OWN, UP IN IQAHO.THE SPRING WHEN IT 
HAPPENED... A PAIR OF BIG CANADA LYNXES 
OR LUCLVEES, STARTED KILLING MY CALVES. 



" KNOWING THAT A LUCIVEE WILL COME BACK 
TO A FRESH KILL FOR ANOTHER MEAL, I 
PICKED A PLACE DOWNWIND FROM THE 
CALF, AND WAITED FOR MOONLIGHT. 



" I NEVER KNEW WHERE THEY 
CAME FROM...BUTALLOFA 
SUDDEN, THEY WERE THERE, 
BESIDE THE DEAD CALF.LOOK- 
IN6 AROUND WITH THEIR COLD, 
YELLOW EYES. 





"they vanished like 
a couple of puffs of 
dust... And i never 
got another shot at 

them that year. 



I CUT LOOSE WITH MY RIFLE. 
BUT MOONLIGHT IS TRICKY, AND 
I ONLY BURNED THE MALE 
LUCIV|,EE"S RUMP. 




"THEY KILLED MY STOCKOFF AND ON, ALL 
SUMMER ANg FALL... WHENEVER ANY 

CRITTER GOT NEAR 
TO THE WOODS, 
AND SOMETIMES 
WHEN IT 
> DIDN'T!" 




"BY THE NEXT SPRING I WAS DESPERATE! I 
KNEW THOSE LUCIVEES WOULD CUT MY SMAkL 
CALF CROP DOWN TO NOTHING IF I DIDN'T 
GET THEM FIRST, .SO I SPENT MOST OF MY 
TIME HUNTING 'EM. 




ONE DAY 1 FOUND AHOLE IN THE ROCKS.WlTH " ' £? AW , LED,N - 

LYNX TRACKS LEADING IN AND OUT,- IN THE .MRS.LYNX 

FRESH SNOWr I'D FOUNP THE SHE-LUCIVEE'S WA ,i N „X AT 
OEN, ANYHOW. HOME... 
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LITTLE MIS- 






CHIEFS STOOt 






HUMPING 




**4, 


THEIR BACKS 




UP AND 
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AT ME LIKE 


T/l k*hh ' ) nl 
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LUCIVEES! 




I SURE 






LIKED THEIR 






SPUNK, AND 






HATED THE 
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OF KILLING 
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"I WRAPPED ONE OF "EM 
UP IN MYCOAT.SO 
HE COULDN'T 

CLAW ME... 




NOPE! ONLY THE FIRST ONE f 
I WHEN 1 GOT BACK TO THE DENJHE 
} OLD SHE HAD MOVED THE OTHERS. 
' NEXT TIME 1 SAW'EM THEY WERE 
t GROWNUP, AND Kl LIED OFF A LOT 
*" .MORE OF MY STOCK? 




"...AND TOOK HIM HOME! I FIGURED TO COME 
SACK WITH A STRONG BASKET AND GET THE 
OTHERS... MAYBE A CITY SPORT WOULD 8UY 
THEM OFF ME, FOR A GOOD PRICE " 



I " IT WAS THE FOLLOWING SPRING. ., 
I ABOUT THET1ME THE MULE DEER 
I HAVE THEIft LITTLE FAWNS.. .! 
I GLIMPSEDA MOVEMENT DOWN IN 
A DEEP, WOODSY GULCH, AND 
PUT MY BINOCULARS ON IT. 





■THERE WAS A NEWBORN MULE DEER FAWN, IN A HOLLOW 
AT THE FOOT OF A CLIFF... AND ITS MOTHER WAS LICKING 
tT DRY. 



-AS 1 WATCHED, THE DOE SPUN AROUND WITH A 
WHISTLE OF FRIGHT ANO ANGER' ISAWWHATTHE 
YhETROUBLE WAS... k PAIR DF LYNXES 
CROUCHED NOT THIRTY FEET FROM HER!" 





"I COULDN'T MAKE UP MY MIND WHAT TO 00 
SO I TOOK ANOTHER LOOK THROUGH 
MY GLASSES. 



"I COULD 
SCARE THOSE 
CATS WITH 
A SHOT... 
BUT MY 
WINCHESTER 
CARBINE 
WASN'T 

LONG RANGE 
ENOUGH TO 
HIT "EM... 
ON THE 
OTHER HAND, 
IF I LET 
'EM MAKE 
THEIR KILL," 
MAYBE I 
COULD SNEAK 
UP AND 
NAIL 'EM 

BOTH! 



-THIS TIME 1 SAWTff-tf MULE DEER r ONE WAS 
A BIG BUCK. ..WITHOUT HORNS.OF COURSE, 
SEEING IT WAS SPRINGTIME? THE DOE'S 
WHISTLE HAD BROUGHT HIM TO PROTECT 
HER AND THE FAWN. 




" THE NEXT 
THING! SAW 
MADE ME BLINK 
AND LOOK 
AGAIN? Ft¥B 
OF THE CATS 
WERE CREEPING 
UP ON THE DEER, 
THE TWO OLD 
ONES, AND THE 
CUBS I'D MISSED 
KILLING IN 
THEIR DEN 
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MULEY'S HOOFS CAN 
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MUSCLE BEHIND 
THEMfTWO JUMPED 
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FOR THE BUCK... 
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ANOTHER THE DOE. 















"THAT WAS MORE 
THAN I COULD TAKE*' 
1 STARTED PUMPING 
LEAD IN THE GENERAL 
DIRECTION OF THOSE 
LUCIVEES AS FAST 
AS I COULD THROW 
IN FRESH SHELLS' 
1 HOPED I WOULTO 
NOT HIT EITHER 
OF THE GRAND, 
FIGHTING 

MULEYS BY 

ACCIDENT- 



AL'*'*/ 



"...UNTIL SHE LOWERED HER GUARD TO SAVE 
HER FAWN. ..THEN ONE OF THE YOUNG LYNXES 
LANDED ON HER BACK. 
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When joseph f. 
glidden invented 
barbed wire, farmers 
and ranchers put it 
to use as quickly as 
they could. most of 
the nation's cattle 
ranching was done 
in areas where trees 
were very scarce- 
lumber for fences was 
most impossible to obtain- 
but three strands of barbed 
wire, bound together by the point- 
ed barbs themselves could hold back 
the fiercest longhorn steer. glidden's 

invention caused two things the 

end of open range ranching and lots 
of bloodshed. cattlemen resented 
the use of barbed wire by farmers 
because it prevented the free 
passage of trail herds. ranchers 
fought among themselves. big ranch 
combines, with enough grass, fenced 
their land and kept the small 
ranchersout. range war after range 
war helped to weaken the old- 
fashioned cattle industry. 



Today, most states have taken the free range laws off their statute books 
and barbed wire is the means by which ranchers make their property lines 
observed. even in the modern west, anyone caught cutting fence is in for 
lots oftrouble. 





:. VXDS UP.' 




SPARKS 

m Pitching Duel! 



ITS THE I4B INNING OF A GRUEL- 
INS PITCHERS BATTLE, DOPSERS 
LEAP 2 ID I. BUT PREACHER 
ROE IS IN TROUBLE .', 




